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scars in the flag which speak of the bap- 
tism of fire through which it came to us, 
still plead with men to be true and remind 
us of the brave boys who held it high when 
it else had been  trailed ;   how they took 
the sundered chains of slavery  and with 
them bound the dissevered halves of our 
union together.    The tree of our liberty, 
they watered it with their tears and blood, 
and we sit underneath its glorious branch- 
es  and enjoy the fruit  of their  labors. 
The precious boon purchased at such cost 
has been entrusted to us.    The flag of the 
free floats its proud folds over our homes, 
emblems of truth, emblem of faith,   em- 
blem of purity and 

••Long may it wave, o'er the land of the free, 
and the home of the brave." 

And as has been said in many an invo- 

cation, 
■•Palsied be the hand that dares to tear it down 

and palsied be the tongue that dares to curse it 
there." 

And I would add, Dishonored be the 
man who lives beneath it unworthy of its 
glories. Dishonored be the man who 
spurns his country's privileges or fails her 
in her time of need. As Rufus Choate 
once wrote in a letter to a Whig Conven- 
tion, "We join ourselves to no party that 
does not carry the flag nor keep step to the 

music of the union." 
Somewhere in the Book we read, "curse 

ye Meroz, said the angel of the Lord. 
Curse ye bitterly the inhabitants thereof, 
because they came not up to the help of 
the Lord, to the help of the Lord against 
the mighty." Curse ye the cowards who 
shrink in their dens and say, Let iniquity 
triumph. Let the enemy reign. Let the 
union perish.    The war is a failure I 

And yet there were brave hearts at 
home, and they bled as did those on the 
field, and the garland I would weave for 
the gallant boys who wore the blue, I 
would throw around the mothers and wives 
and sweethearts at home. 

Nor do I say that patriotism  is every- 
thing, although "it covers a multitude of 

sins." 
No, the man who wore the blue has no 

more right to drink and swear and dis- 
honor his country's fair name than has 
any other man. Vet there is something 
noble in a man who can wear the veteran's 
badge and however lost he may be in oth- 
er ways, I can bow my head and do hom- 
age to him for that. As Hale said in his 
eulogy over Washington, "If he had one 
passion that was stronger than another, it 
was his love of country, and if I were 
asked what, in my opinion is the first, the 
second and the last principle of a great 
and virtuous man, I would reply that it is 
love of country, love of God, of home and 
native land." 

"Breathes there a man with soul so dead 
That in bis heart he hath not said 

This is mine own. my native land ?" 
The youth who can look upon the rising 

twentieth century sun and put his foot up- 
on the conquests of war and science and 
literature and religion, whose heart beats 
in this marvellous "age on ages telling" 
who cannot look up to the stars and stripes 
and thank God that he was born in the 
United States of America is not worthy of 

the name of man. 
My good old professor once stood on 

the battlefield of Gettysburg and looked 
at white marble slabs which stood around 
and read the names and inscriptions upon 
them, and he came to one which read, 
"A young man from the first regiment of 
Vermont volunteers, name unknown" and 
he said he dropped a tear for the young 
man's parents and vowed upon his grave 
that for the sake of that young life which 
went out in the "quid obscurum" of bat- 
tle he would live a better citizen. 

It is incumbent upon every citizen to 
cherish that spirit of patriotism which 
says, "By my efforts and God's grace I 
live in the best home, in the best state, in 
the best country, in this whole wide 

world." 
And so we speak of the memory of the 

dead, and of the conflict of principles 
which brought on the war and the great- 
ness of the cause our heroes died to save, 
and we speak of the virtue of patriotism 
that in the veins of our youth may still 
burn the flame of holy love of country. 

And sometimes you hear it said that the 
youth of today are not so brave nor hardy 

as in the days of old, but in the name of 
the sons of veterans, and all the sons of 
America, I resent the allegation. I pro- 
test that we are true sons of our fathers, 
and the blood which flows in the youth of 
to-day is American blood and the fire 
which flashes from the eye is American 
fire, and the heart that beats in the breast 
of the meanest son of her soil is an Amer- 
ican heart, and at the country's call he 
would even lay it throbbing upon her sac- 

rificial altars. 
But the war is over and I have no de- 

sire to dwell upon the harrowing scenes of 
war, and I have no sympathy with the 
demagogue who seeks to win applause by 
stirring up the old flame of sectional ha- 
tred. Let it die I It was cursed from the 
beginning. Let it die! Sectional hatred 
is not patriotism nor can we teach patri- 
otism by instilling the thoughts that the 
other half of the fatherland is a traitorous 
half. Let it die ! Long the hand of 
judgment has been heavy upon the South. 
Desolated and impoverished beyond de- 
scription, she even now has but begun to 
recover  from  that  awful scourging and 

other sons and daughters have grown up 
who are innocent of the sins of their fath- 
ers, and they love their country, and we 
love them and if they were oppressed we 
would fight for them as for our brothers. 

Let it die ! Wt are a united country, 
and Old Glory waves over us all. Love 
is greatest, brother, when it can grasp the 
repentant hand of an erring one, and say, 
"I forgive and forget." And united, let 
us turn to face the other problems of our 

destiny. 
The war was inevitable as the fruit is    _ 

inevitable from seed growing unhindered. 
Slavery and liberty could not grow upon 
the same tree.    The principles of union 
and secession were antagonistic,   and no 
harness or compromises could make them 
pull together.    One or the other had to 
die.    Wrong and right can never flourish 
under the protection of the same God. 
And there are seeds of wrong that have 
been planted since the war, and there are 
crimes that have endured the changes of 
the centuries,  and are  ripening as they 
abide their time of judgment.    And there 
is another war,   the   great battle of Ar- 
mazeddon that is going on throughout the 
ages, right against wrong—and their re- 
sultant marks the line of our moral pro- 

gress. 
It is the old, old battle of flesh against 

spirit, and the revolution, and the civil 
war, and the other wars of other times are 
but events in the eternal and unceasing 
greater conflict that has been waged since 
Lucifer, son of the morning, fell as light- 

ning to the earth. 
Kternal, did I say ? No ! For since 

the flaming sword appeared and drove 
mankind who clothed his shame in the 
rags of sin from the garden of his inno- 
cency, and turned everyway at the gate 
to keep the way of the tree of life the ul- 
timate issue of the conflict has been seal- 
ed, and "the seed of the woman" has 
"bruised the serpent's head" and one 
stood upon the hills of Judah and declar- 
ed, nor has his declaration been refuted, 
"I have overcome the world," and the 
sword which he unsheathed he flung to 
the world that by it and the principles and 
methods which he instituted it might get 
the victory in this fight. 

I had a text. "Think not that I am 
come to send peace upon the earth. I 
came not to send peace but a swoid. I 
came to set a man at variance against his 
father and the daughter against her moth- 
er and the daughter in-law against her 
mother-in-law, and a man's foes shall be 
they of his own household." 

And what did he mean by that ? Listen, 
brother, listen. This morning the glori- 
ous sun peeped over the hilltop and the 
darkness fled away to his cave in the West 


